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to those who want it 


dispatch 


o holy jeans 
o holy white t-shirt 
o summer vacations 
o sun tan 

o my main squeeze 
o hearts 
o 

realities 
o money 
o heart disease 
o national naval gazing 
o Third World (now) 
o North America's 
English 

o bilingualism 
enriches 
we all say 

but English still calls the shots, 
and why aren't we speaking Cree? 
o tyranny 
o mediocrity 
o popular groundswell 
of opinion, 
rise up! 
o orifice! 
shine in the sky 
o 

float happy 
above the earth 
o 

yeah 



if time is 


sand running dry 



a revolution of time 


around the sun 


if time stops 


How Things Fall Apart 

could narrow down 


wide worlds 

into a hallway 

or reduce the living line 
in prose or clay 

could make sound 

(shaped by thought and 
feeling's intersection) 
from craning saxophones 
heart beat of drum 
into these words 
strung tight across the page 

o the sound flying 
shapes uncaught 

the clear vision 
gone someplace else 




Evening in New York 


where have I gone 
in all of my days? 
heart laughs 

and I cry ^sjj 

where have you been 
in all of my days? 
heart cries 

and I laugh 

mankind, and womankind 
, and unkind was it 

you who just wept? 

as I look up 

flowing cloud-banks say 

that idealism's running high 

and the world thinks it's getting 

freer all the time 

then why speak of happiness? 

unless to fill up the day 

unless you want to forget 

in this 21st century 

in this soft machine I'm riding 

the joystick's hard and red 

a stick of dynamite in hand 

the hard 
and the soft 
brutal rawness 
and velvet paws 

quiet tinkling music 
sad spin of emotions 
body doesn't follow 

as if I were a traveller 
a hurrying speck in life 
tugged by all the seasons 
known to man 

I want to know I'm real 
I want to feel you near 



put a quarter in the lady 
she dances for you 
naked through the glass 
. . . a lot better than staying home . . . 

our rocks off 
in Times Square 
a woman arches in the sky 
the street lights change 
so many people 
walk differently 
walk by 

as lights plummet red / 
stab orange/ 
and green 
to rise and flutter 
white and blue 
in this black night 
in this New York sky of America 
where it's o.k. to 
do what you have to do 
with a certain serious 
face to face respect 
with these people 
in this dangerous dream 
where 
life is life 
and die is all 
you have to do 
under these lights 
where 

we're digging in 
to dig it 
to dig knowing 
where it's at 
in this New York 
state of mind 


in the flesh 


sit tight 

so cruel 

to the norm 
a soft light 
descends 
from a cloud 
to send pleasure 
send death 

1 

to send birth and carry 
in glimpses 
in the living 
storm 

we waited that night 
we waited 

for seed 
send 
down 
to 

crucify him 

or so they tell 
in stormy weather 
nailed to a cross 


man's shook 


man's hung 
undone 


Skin Is 


upside 

down 

kissed 



hard 


kissed 


softer 

your head rolling round 


woman definitions 
in an ankle-bone 
turned 
and turning 
for delight 


skin is 

skin stretched 

a membrane for the night 


forever 


Studio 1 & 2 


( 1 ) 

spots 

in eyes 

from looking at light bulbs 
the walls contain 
or exclude 


( 2 ) 

black rain falling 
outside my windowpane 
you only teach me 
how to be cautious 




Skin Map 


the grain of my skin 
face pressing in 

to page 

mouth to mouth in page 
telling 

of mask of skin 
on map of page 


Hold On 


in a way 
I'm the one 


and then the leaves fell 
I almost forgot about autumn 
the darker days I mean 
the turning from green to brown 


with lots to learn 


how I'm sitting here 

in my head 

just gets me nowhere 


forgotten how leaves 
wetly cling 
to city streets 
in this season 
in a night full of rain 


real fast 

and I sort of suspected it 
all along 

but if I 
hold on 
you'll be here 
sooner than I thought 


another year, another age 
with new things with some things 
I forgot 

through the words and 
the confusion 
dull aches 
in the autumn 
of this year 



you bitch you destroyer as if you got something to say 
to me without getting it back as if you think you can 
say what you want and still walk out the door as if 
you bitch you don't want to live anymore and it doesn't 
matter for Christ's sake what you ever say in whatever way 
it doesn't matter to you what you say and how you say it 
it doesn't matter anymore to you and you choose to say it 
say it whatever way to anybody you want to say it to and you 
are just anybody and you're not saying to just anybody because 
you're sure not going to walk out the door you bitch you can't 
say it 
any 


more 


decision to sin 


decision to sin 
nobody pushed you in. 

0 lead us 

not into temptation. 

taste earthly delights 
ruin your tongue. 

1 wanted to roll over 
you started a fight. 

decision to sin 
nobody pushed you in. 

0 lead us 

into temptation. 

thought of you the other night 

1 wanted the picture right, 
but I thought of him, 

o do not lead us 

jpiif' 

decision to sin 
nobody pushed you in, 
o lead us 
into temptation 


then I thought of him 


the mouth has teeth 


the big sky 


with speech and need 

and nose and mouth 



is the gun? 
rhyme sun and fun. 


and tongue and speech 

and these 


is the girl? 
made for fun? 


are mouth and nose and 


tongue and speech 

these 


are need 


are mouth and nose 



is Number One 
the only one? 

if birds fly 
against the sun 


and tongue and speech 


and these are need 


is one? 



as body heat 


leaves the beast 


the human heart 


beats 
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